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CHAPTER XXIV—Continued.

They strolled into the conservatory.
For the first time he was alone with
Jessle Carden, and a sense of exalted
bappiness surged over him.

Blake had formulated no plan of
eampalgn for the conquest of Jessie
Carden. The light of her eyes and
the radiince of her beauty were to
bhim a8 Ignes fatul, and drew him on.

#He talked of California and of
Rocky Wceods, but his eyes spoke
love and bhis deep rich wvolce was
tender. Fair woman is seldom blind
to the spell cast by her charms, and
it is probable that Jessie was aware
of Blake's admiration; but she neith-
er recognized nor took advantage
of it.

Though he knew that the odds
were overwhelmingly against him,
and that one false step meant lrre-
trievable defeat, he shut his eyes to
the perils which encompassed him.
He knew the risk he ran in appear-
ing In public with Jessie Carden, but
he did not hesitate to secure a box
for the Booth performance.

There were four in the theater
party—the general and Edith, Blake
and Jessie Carden. Blake escorted
Jessie to the front of the box and
took his place by her side. The
boxes were thronged with fair wom-
en, but all eyes were turned on Jes-
sie Carden and her handsome escort.
8he had been absent from New Yok
for two years, and only a few recog
nized her. James Blake was even
less known, though his name had
been made familiar by the name of
Wall street achievements with which
he was publicly identified.

The first act was nearly over when
a thick-set young man, with a soft,
florid face, sauntered into the box
direetly across the orchestra from
Blake and Jessie. Both recognized
the newcomer as Arthur Morris, and
both felt a .secret joy that he was
present. Llke a flash the thought
eame to Blake that, by means of his
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I met Miss Carden before you did.
Have I your permission, Miss Car-
den, to challenge Mr. Morrls to such
a wager?”

“You have,” laughed Jessie.

General Carden’s face was a study,
but Morris was too dumfounded to
notice it, Blake's words bhad remind-
¢4 him of the night he first met the

Young magnate from Callfornia, He
had only one card to play.
"l accept your wager,” he sald.
“When I was a boy 1 lived in
Rocky Woods," began Blake. *“Miss
Carden probably has told you that

she spent the summers with Mr. and
Mrs. Bishop, who still have a country
place near there, Miss Carden was
then a little girl, but I remember her
distinetly, That's all. If you demand
evidence, 1 have not the slightest
doubt that Miss Carden or the gen
eral will furnish it.”

To Jessie's amusement and Gener-
al Carden’s rellef Morris declared
that he did not doubt Blake's word.
The fires of jealousy burned flercely
in him, but he concealed his rage.

“1 admit myse!f done, old chap,” he
declared. “We shall have a jolly
dinner in honor of my defeat., Say
Tuesday, at Sherry's? Will that be
convenient, Mfss Carden? Good!
There goes the curtain.'”

Morris smiled gaily and excused
himself, and Blake and Jessie re
sumed thelr places.

“You have a wonderful memory.
Mr, Blake,” sald Jessie, behind her
fun. “I could not help thinking.
while you were enlightening Mr. Mor-
ris, that perhaps you had uncon-
sciously confused your Rocky Moun-
tain career with that of your boy-
hoed friend, John Burt.™

The smile on Blake’'s lips dled and
the color mounted to his temples.

“Perhaps—perhaps [ did,” he sald,
after an awkward pause, A thousand
thoughts and fears came to him. He
dared not lift his eyes for fear of

rival, he could enhance the chances
of a speedy success with the woman
by his side.

“Do you notice the gentleman sit-
ting alone in the box opposite?” he
asked as the curtain fell.

“Yes,” answered Jessie, raigsing her
eyes and looking at Blake with a
puzzled smile. "Why do you ask?”

“That’s Arthur Morris, the banker.
Would you like to meet him?”

“I shall be delighted!” exclaimed
Jessie, who could not resist the temp-
tation.

At that instant Morris directed his
opera-glass for the first time at the
Blake box. The smile of joy when
he recognized Jessle turned
of blank amazement when he saw
James Blake. In response to Blake's
signal the dazed Morrls was picking
his way through the crush. Blake
led Jessie to the rear of (ke Dhox.

“Miss Carden, permit me to present
my friend, Mr. Arthur Morris.

Jessie smiled and offered her hand.

“I'm glad to meet any friend of
Mr. Blake's,” she sald.

“By Jove, old man, this is a joke
on you, or me—or both of us!"” stam-
mered Morris, “Charmed to meet
you again, Miss Cardenl How are
you, General Carden? This is a
good one on you, Blake! [I've been
acquainted with Miss Carden [for
years—five years, I8 il not, Miss Car-
den?”

Jessle's laughing eyes admitted the
truth and Blake looked properly cons

fused.
“f shall have to forgive you,"” Blake
sald to Jessle, “but you are taking

an unfair advantage of a wild West
erner."”

to cone ‘
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encouraging the gaze of the .nan he
had wronged. The voleces on the
stage sounded far away. Jessie's
innocent words, “your boyhood friend,
John Burt,” had hurled nwim for the
moment from the heaven of bliss to
the nadir of remorse. Opportunely
for his confusion, Edith ecalled Jes-
sle's attention to some trifling matter,
and in the ioterval he regained his
composure,

The play ended. and Arthur Morris
again joined the Blake party as they
walted for the erowd to lrave. He
declined Blake's invitat'on to suppcr.
pleading a provious engagement

“I am echaperoning the governor,”
he laughed, pointing to his father,
whose ponderous bulk blocked an ad-
jacent alsle “By the way, Blake.
did you follow my tip on L. & 0O.?
Bought a little, did you? ‘That's
right; keep on buring it. It's going
up, as 1 sald it would. You peedn't
be afraid of It."

CHAPTER XXV.

The Mantle of Charity.

It was late on Sunday morning
when Blake awoke. For years he
and John had dined at four o'clock

and they had continued
the custom Iin New York., Blake
looked forward to what had ever
been a pleasure, with an aversion not
unmixd with fear,

He rang a bell
gponded

on Sundays

and hiz valet re-

“Mr. Burton will dine with me at
four o'clock.,” he sald “Until he
! legvea I'm not at home to anyone,

-r

“You have the reputation of being |

lucky,” said Morris, laying his hand
familiarly on Blake's shoulder, “but
1 dldn’t know that your good fortumne
extended to an acquaintance with
Miss Carden.”

There was a shade cf insolence in
his tone, and an air which did not
escape any of his three listeners. It

hinted that he was General Carden's |

employer; that the latter was under
obligations to him, and that Jessie
was pledged to pay the debt. But
Blake wns a good actor in the liti]e
comedy between the acta. He held
the key to the solution. Of all the
figures in this complicated drama, he
alone knew the motlves which influ-
enced the other players.

“1 might say the same to you, my

dear Morris,” sald Biake with airy [ notabla

confidence. “Were it In good form |
would willingly wager a supper (st

Make no mistake abeut this, Reberts.
I want a light breakfast.'

Blake carclessly glanced over a
newspaper. With a yawn he was
about to lay the paper aslde, when he
notlced a hendline deseriptive of the
Booth performance of the preceding
evening, It was a long article, but
Biake was so engrossed In its reading

that he paid no attention to the
vaalit's announcement that his bath
was ready.

To the abject astonigshment of that
tralned and sedate servant, Blake
gave a cry of terror and sprang from
his couch, upsetting a small table as
he rushed towards the window.

In the full flood of light he again
road a paragraph which had frozen
the blood in his velns. It was as fol-
lows:

“Among the box-holders this
performance was James
Blake, the famous Wall street oper-
ator and financler, whose recent ad-

vent in New Yors wns s'gnalized by a
iparket movement not yet forgotten.
Mr. Blake's guests were General Mar-
shall Carden, Miss Jessie Carden and

' Miss Edith Hancock, of Cohasset,

Massachusetts. Mlss Carden returned
o week ago from a two years' sojourn
abroad, where her musical and artis
tie tulents attracted nearly as much
attention as her rare beauty.”

“My CGod! this is awful—awful—
awflul!” groaned Blake. *Get out of
here!” he shouted to his man. “What
the devil do you mean, standing there
gaping at me? Bring me a glass of
brandy, and be quick about it!™

He hurled the paper from him and
sank back Into a chalr.

The door bell rang, and at the
sound every nerve tingled with ter-
ror. Was it John Burt? James
Blake was not a coward—as le had
proved a score of times when his
mettle was pnt to the test—but from
the moment he went down to defeat
beneath sturdy blows he had respect-
ed his boyhood conqueror.

The valet opened the door and
Blake heard the piping voice of a tel
egraph messenger, He drew a long
breath and tore open the envelope.
The message was from John Haw-
kins, and stated that he would ar
rive in New York on the following
morning,

The little eclock spasmodically
jingled the hour of noon. In four
ghort hours he would face John Burt!
He drank the brandy at a gulp, and
plunged into a cool bath, He glared
al the tempting breakfast, but could
not taste if.

“Take that stuff away and bring me
more Lrandy,” he ordered.

Again he read the dreaded para-
graph. It had a fascination he could
not resist, He sent for all the Sun-
day journals and eagerly scanned
them for mention of the theater par-
ty, but to his great rellef found that
It appeared only in the one paper.
Again he help>d himself to the
brandy.

“Come to think of it, John. don't
read that cursed paper!” he ex
claimed half aloud. “It’s only an ac-
cident that I happened to see it. If |
hadn’t been there last night | never
would have glanced below the head-
line. What chance {s there for John
to see it? Not one in a million!™

He paced up and down the room,
and paused to survey his reflection in
a mirror. His face was drawn, and
dark circles showed under his eyes.
The decanter was his only friend.
The grave face of the valet did not
disclose the astonishment he felt
over the conduct of his employer.
Blake was almost abstemious in his
habits, and his sideboard was more
of an ornament than a wutility, In
this he had wisely patterned himselfl
after John Burt.

“Shall I serve breakfast now, sir?"
asked Roberts,

Blake answered with a sullen nega-
tive and tossed off his fourth brandy,.
It scuuded a new note in the seale of
stimuintion,

“1 don't see why [ should go into
such a beastly funk over this affair!”
he muttered. “It's no erime to be in
love with a woman. She doesn’'t be-
long to him. They're not even en-
gaged. Suppose he does love her?
So do I. What if he did meet her
first? A woman is not something to
be discovered and pre-empted like =
gold mine.”

As the hours sped by and the dark
red line in the decanter dropped low-
er and lower, Blake’s courage aroused
to such a pitch that he welcomed the
coming ot John Burt.

“Dy God, we'll settle this matter
now and here!”™ he exclaimed as he
lurched unsteadily about the room.
“John Burt nor any other man shall
stand between me and Jessie Car-
den! I'll meet him face to face!
I'n—="

The haii bell rang with that clear
precision which comes from the
pressure of an insistent hand. At the
same Instant the little clock ham-
merad the hour of four.

(To be continued.)

F.erord Locomotive Building.

The Straiford works of the Great
Fastern Rallway, in England, have the
record of a locomotive engine bullt In
ton hours—a large freighter with a
tender, Before the actual construe
tion was begun the various parts were
=id close at hand, ready for fitting to:
gether. The workmen began early in
the morning and continued until the
breakfast bell rang. Then the part
ly-built engine was photographed.
After a half hour's rest the workmen
returned to the task and continued
till the dinner hour, when another
photograph was taken. Thus the
work proceeded till the engine was
completed, with the exception of a
cont of paint. This was qulckly lald
on by a spraying machine, and In less
than half an hour was perfectly dry.
The locomotive was then sent on a
trial journey a few miles up the line
and all proved satisfactor¥, so it was
sent with a baggage traln. It has
been In active service ever since.

A Prcahet Without Honor.

The late Hugh Stowell Secott, fa-
mous as, Henry Seton Merriman, au
thor of "The Sowers,” “The Vultures”
and other novels, was o man of extra-
ordinary reserve and sell-command.
The following story is told of him:

His father, who was a director of
the London Graphie, had an unae
countable objection to his son's fol
lowing a literary career, and tried to
make a business man of him. His
son wrote in secret under a pseudo
nym, and, although his work was sue-
eessful, he never botrayed his Heerary
identity to his father.

On one occasion his tather placed
before him one of the young author's
own stories, saying, “"Now, If you conld
write a book llke this, It would be an-
other thing altogether.”

And still the son kept silence.—
Harper's.

Romance in a “Graft”

_

The best grafts in the world are

bullt up on copy-book maxims and
psalms and proverbs and Esau's
fables. They sem to kird of hit off

human nature, Our peaceful little
swindle was constructed on the old
saying: “The whole push loves a
lover.”

One evening Buck and Mlss Malloy
drives up like blazes In a buggy to a
farmer's door, BShe {8 pale but affec-
tlonate, clinging to his arm—always
clinging to his arm. Any one can see
she is n peach and of the ecling vari-
ety. They claim they are e¢loping for
to be married on account of eruel par-
ents.
a preacher. Farmer says: “B'gum,
there ain’t any nigher than Rev. Abels,
four mile mile over on Caney Creek.”
Farmeress wipes her hand on her
apron and rubbers through her specs.

Then lo, and look ye! Up the road
from the other way jogs Parleyvoo
Pickenz in a gig, dressed in black,
white necktle, lorg face, snifing his
nose, emitting a spurlous kind of
noise resembling the long meter dox-
ology.

“B'jinks!" says farmer, “if thar ain't
a preacher now!"”

They ask where they can find

Green, traveling over to Little Bethel
schoolhouse for to preach next Sun-
day.

The young folks will have It they
must be married, for pa is pursuing
them with the plow mules and the
buckboard. So Rev. Green, atter hesl-
tations, marries em In farmer's pa:
lor, And farmer grins, and has in the
cider, and says “B'gum!” afd farmer-
ess sniffles a bit and pats the bride
on the shoulder. And Parleyvoo Plok-
~ns, the wrong reverend, writes out
a marrigge certifieate, and farmer and
farmereess elgn It as witnesses. And
tne parties of the first, second and
third part gets in thelr vehicles and
rides away. Oh, that was an idyllie
graft! True love and the lowing kine
and the sun shining on the red barns
—it certainly had all other impostures
I know ahout beat to a batter.

I suppose | happened along in time
to marry Buck and Miss Maloney at
about twenty farmhousea, | hated to
think how the romance was going to
fade later on when all them marriage
certificates tarned up In banks where
we'd discounted ‘em, and the farmers
had to pay them notes of hand they'd
signed running from $200 to $500.—
MeClure's Magazine,

It transpires that I am Rev, Abijah

~ Damage by Forest Fires

One of the great forest fires was
the Miramichi fire of 1825. It began
its greatest destruction about 1
o'clock in the afternoon of Oct. 7 at
a place about sixty miles above the
town of Newcastle, on the Miramichi
river, in New Brunswick. Before 10
o'cloek at night it was twenty miles
lebelow Newcastle, In nine hours it
had destroyed a belt of forest eighty
1eiles long and twenty-five miles wide,
Over more than 2,500,000 acres al-
most every living thing was killed,
Even the fish were afterward found
dead in heaps along the river banks.
Five hundred and ninety huildings
were burned and a number of towns,
«ineluding Newcastle, Chatham and
Douglastown, were destroyed. One
hundred and sixty persons perished
and nearly 1,000 head of stock.

Peshtigo's firé of October, 1871. was
still more severe than the Miramichl.
It covered an area of over 2,000 square
miles in Wisconsin and involved a
loss in timber and other property of
many millions of dollars. Between
1.200 and 1,500 persons perished, in-

cluding wvearly half the population of
Peshtigo, at that time a town of 2,000
inhabitants, Other fires of about the
same time were most destructive In
Michigan. A strip of about forty
milés wide and 180 miles long, extend-
ing across the central part of the
state from Lake Michigan to Lake
Huron, was devastated. The esti-
mated loss in timber was about 4.
000,000,000 feet board measure and in
money over $10,000.000. Several hun-
dred persons perished.

A destructive fire of more recent
years was that which started near
Hinckley, Minn., Sept. 1, 1804. While
the area burned over was less than
in some other great fires, the loss of
life and property was very heavy,
Hinckley and six other towns were
destroyed, about 500 lives were lost,
more than 2,000 persons were left
destitute and the estimated loss in
property of varfous kinds was $25,-
000,000, Exeept for the heroie con-
duct of loeomotive engineers and
other rallroad men the loss of life
wotld have been far greater.

Just a Wild Flower

It lay in the streets of the city—-a wild
Mower from the flelds,

Tramnled by hurrying human

benten und crushed and alone,

Till & ragged child—the kind of a child
the slum of the city yields,

Belzed It with eager fingers and carrled

feet,

It swiftly home.
Home? Can a wretched basement be
worthy of such a name?

Home-—-where a drunken father but adds
to poverty's shame?

Biut ‘twas home to the raggesd little girl,
for wasn't her mother there?

Toillng all duy unt the steaming tluis,
weary and full of care?
She held up the wilted blosgom: *‘See,

mammy. H's mine to Keep!
I feund It up on the corner—0 mammy,
Min't it sweet?
dld you have this very kind when
you was little Hke me
And lived 'way off In the country? How
beautiful that must 7

An'

“Darlin®,”"—the mother dried her hands
and took the faded flower;

“It's a dalsy from some far meadow—0,
many mnd many an hour

DId I wander the sweet flelds over and
gather the pretty things;

Ab, Ah. me! It but

thelr

wns long ago,
memory clings!"

me!
how

It wa= only a wllted dalsy dropped in a
clty street,

Buat It lay, that night, in the little hand,
while dreams surpassing sweet

Flltted, ke gay-winged butterfiies,
through the lttle sleeper's mind-—

Dreams of the desar., green country she
hiad slwayvs longed to find.

0, children who dwell In the midst of
flelds where the wild flowers grow
N SWeet,

Think of thoe child whase only fleld Is the
stifling city street!

Gather and send the dalsles falr to the
dreary tenement place,

Where little hearts are hungering for the
wild flowers dainty grace.

It s litle to do, but the blessing that
goes with the gift you send

Wil brighten and gladden a lttle Jife
and o precious Joy will lend
To the cheerless home, to the dreary

child, to the mother's life of woe,
For it earries a breath from the beautl-
ful felds where the dalsies love to
Erow,
—Los Angeles Times,

Actor’s Youth Well Kept

The mysterious faculty of keeping a
yvouthful appearance woll into the
meridian of life which so many ac-
tresses and actors possess received a
fresh illustration the other day. Frank
Deshon, who a generation or more ago
uged to play the part of the old miser
in “The Chimes of Normandy,” has
come in from a season on the road
with a musical comedy company, and
he told on the Rialto the incident
which showed how lightly his years
sit on him.

“1 was playing in ‘The Princess
Chie,'” he said, “and during a semi-
dark scene I had a sort of wrestling
bout with another character. We were
supposed to receive what light there
was, and [t was rather essential thal
we did recelve It, for the businesa was
pretty strenuous, and In the dark one

E
of us might have been injured. But
one night, just as the scene got fully
under way, the light man switched
the glim upon the leading woman and
kept it on her till the scene was over.
1 was good and apgry, and made no
bones of saying =o; in fact, I called
the Hght man a blooming Incompetent.
What was my astonishment to hear
him muttering to one of his com-
panions later:

“‘Ump, calls me a bloomin' incom-
petent, does he? [l have him know [
worked the lights for his father when
L~ played old Gaspard in ‘The Chimes
of Normandy,” and he never made no
kiek. His father was n real actor,
too.’

“1 had to find what compliment 1
could in hig tremendous emphasis on
‘father. "—New York Times,

Spegd of the Salmon

Just how fast salmon can travel has
never been proved. Owners of welrs
gay that a healthy salmon can swim
faster tkan a torpedo boat. Here ls
come evidence on the subjeect:

Frank Arey of Winternort, Me,
went fishing the other day at the pool
below Bangor Dam. He landed two
amall salmon on the flood tide. About
11:80 a. m. he struck a big one, which
caunsed his rod to bend until it was
perilously near the breaking point.
Then the snlmon darted under the
hoat, and ecatching the line against
the keel, severed the fly and leader
from the sllk string and escaped.

Disgusted with his luck, the young
man landed and went to Bangor at
11:40, remaining in the city until the
afternoon traln took him home, His

father met him at the station saying:

“I have got your fly and leader all
right, Frank, |1 found them in the jaw
of a twenty-six pound salmon which
I took from the welir at high tide to-
day. It was just 12:10 when [ dipped
the fish from the welr Into my punt.
What time did you lose your rig?”

On comparing walches, father and
son learned that the fish had gone
from a mile above Bangor to Bucks-
port Center, a distance of thirteen
miles, Inside of half an hour. The
tide was flowing up river at the time
at the rate of three or four miles an

hour. After making due allowance
for every condition, it was proved'
that the salmon had covered the dis-
tance at the rate of abhout twenty-eight

miles an hour.—New York Bun.

A UNITED STATES SENATOR

Used Pe-ru-na For Dyspepsia With
Great Benefit.

HON. M. C. BUTLER,

Ex-Unlted States Senator From South
Carolinn, [

LUXA1. 8. Senator M. C. Butler from

- South Carolina, was Senator from
that state for two terms. In a recent
letter from Washington, D. C., he says:

““/ can recommend Peruna for dys-
pepsia and stomach trouble. | bave
been using your medicine for a short
period and | feel very much relieved,
It is Iindeed a wonderful medicine be-
sides a good tonic.""—M. C. Builer.

Pernnn is not simply a remedy for
dyspepsia. 'eruna is a eatarrh remedy.
Peruna cores dyspepsia becunse it is
generally dependent upon eatarrh of
the stomach.

If you donot derive prompt and satis-
factory results from the use of Peruns,
write at once to Dy. Hartman, giving a
full statement of your case and he will
be pleased to give you his valuable ad-
vice gratis.

Address Dr. Hartman, President of
The Hartman Sanitarinm, Columbus, O.

Making Sweet Scents.

The oils of roses, lavender, orange
hiossoms and many others ara ob-
tained by distillilng the flowers In
water., The oils rise with the steam
and float on the top of the water,
which presently condenses In the re-
celver, Thus the pure oil {a extract-
ed, but the water remalning, Impreg-
nated with minnte particles of the
oli. retains a dehghtful fragrance, and,
under such names as rose water and
lavender water, I8 placed upon the
market as perfumes for the tollet.

Law Against Football. W

On the statute book of Scotland Is
£till an act passed In 1424, ordering
that “na man play at futeball,” be-
cause It Is “esteemed to be unprofit-
able sport for the common gude of
the realme and defence thereof.”
There Iz also a statute against allen
immigration. passed In 1426, and au-
thorizing “all his majesty’s good sub-
jects” to “take, apprehend, imprison

and execute to death the sald Egip-
tians (Gypsies), elther men or
women."

Mystery of the Rain Tree.

The mystery of the rain tree of the
Canaries is a clond that hovers about
it constantly; this is condensed to
water, which saturates the leaves
and, falling from them In constant
drops, keeps the cisterns which are
in excavation beneath them always
full of water. *

OLD FASHIONED.

But Still in the Fashion,

It is an ever new and interesting
story to hear how one can be entirely
made over by change bt food.

“For two years 1 was troubled with
what my physiclan said was the old
fashioned dyspepsia,

“There was nothing I conld eat but
20 or 30 minutes later [ would be spit-
ting my food up in gquantities until 1
would be very faint and weak., This
went oul from day to day until | was
terribly wasted away and without any
prospect of being helped.

“One day | was advised by an old
lady to try Grape-Nuts and cream
leaving off all fatty food. 1 had no
confidence that Grape-Nuts would do
all she sald for me as 1 had tried so
many things without any help. Bat
It was so simple I thought | would
give It a trial she insisted so. fra

“Well 1 ate gome for breakfast and
pretty soon the ledy called to seo her
‘patient’ as she called me and ashed
if 1 had tried her advice,

“*Glad yon did child, do yen feel
gome better?

“*No," 1 said, ‘1 do not know as |
do, the only difference | can see s |
have no sour stomach and come to
think of it 1 haven't spit up your four
teaspoons of Grape-Nuts yel.'

“Nor did | ever have any trouble
with Grapo-Nuts then or any other
time for this food always stays down
and my stomach digests |t perfectiy:
| goon got strong and well agaln and
bless that old lady every time | see
her,

“Onee an invalld of 98 pounds 1 now
welgh 125 pounds and feel strong and
weoll and it is due entirely and only
having found the proper food |In
Grape-Nuts.” Name given my Postum
Cq., Battle Creek, Mich. P,

Get the little book, ““The Road ta
Wellville” In each pkg,



